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The Night Before 


Author's Notes: 
Just a bit of fluff. | had fun writing it, so | thought | would share. 


Dan came awoke slowly. It was the sort of waking that he coveted but rarely experienced, like swimming 
through thick clouds as he gradually became aware of his body. It was weekend waking, where the first 
thought in your head is how you don't have to get up for at least another hour because there's no school 
Today, you can just lie in bed and wallow around in the covers Till your mother calls you down for breakfast. 
Even when he was a kid, those mornings came few and far between, so Dan stretched a little and yawned and 
wondered how to make the most of it. 


The bed was comfortable, much ricer than some of the hotel beds he'd slept in, but nothing to compare with 
his bed back home. He'd found himself missing home more and more these days. Understandable, he supposed. 
They'd been on tour for. god, for ages. Sometimes it felt like he'd never see home again The thought of his 
bedroom made him ache a little, and he sighed as he rolled over. 


The sheets were a disaster. Not an unusual state of affairs, but Dan didn’t feel like he'd slept poorly. There 


was a bit of a dull ache behind his eyes, leftovers from maybe a bit too much to drink, but usually when he 
over indulged, he slept like a baby. He couldn't remember any bad dreams, at least nothing that would make 
him thrash around and stir up the covers so. Grumbling, he propped himself up on one elbow and wrinkled his 


nose. 
And then he saw Ed's shoes. 


eR 


They'd spent the evening together, just the two of them. Ed had suggested escape in his usual mild tone and 
Dan had latched onto the idea with a fervor that surprised him. He loved his brother, really he did, but Justin 
would try even Mother Theresa's patience after a few days. Dan wanted to disappear, and Ed was a pro at 
getting himself lost. 


There had been bars, but not really as many as Dan expected. Somehow the idea of the wild and crazy rock 
star life had embedded itself in his head, and even though he'd known Ed since they were dumb kids and he 
knew Ed wasn't into the wild and crazy rock star life, he'd sort of taken it for granted that that's what they 
were doing. But they just hit a couple of bars and got a decent buzz going, and then Ed had dragged him 


around downtown 


They'd gone to record stores and secondhand shops and a bookstore that sold paperbacks with the covers 
ripped off at half the regular price. Laughing, they'd stood near the shelves in the back and read aloud choice 
passages from the shitty romance novels, Dan declaiming gleefully about throbbing, tumescent, turgid, and 
otherwise oversized and discolored penises and Ed swooning and fanning his fingers under his chin. They'd 


purchased a bag full of the things, planning to secret them in various peoples’ luggage. 
Give them a thrill, Ed had declared happily as they strolled down the street, arm in arm. Make their bloody day. 


eR 


Dan climbed out of the bed slowly, clutching the sheets around his narrow hips. He wasn't sure who he was 
hiding his nakedness from, only that he felt like he was being watched. Ed wasn't in the room still. In spite of 
his shoes, resting one beside the bed and one halfway across the floor, Dan knew that he'd left early. Lord only 
knew where he'd gotten off to, and what he thought he was doing without shoes, but Ed could be a strange 


guy. 


He padded across the room, twisting the sheet up into a clumsy toga and pushing tangled hair out of his face. 
He ought to get in the shower, but every time he thought about it, he got that stubborn, childish feeling. 
Dont wanna, you can't make me, don’t wanna! So, fine, he wouldn't take a shower just yet. It was supposed to 
be his lazy morning anyhow. There was nothing to do, a rare day of rest on the tour from hell. He should just 
get back in bed and pretend nothing had ever happened. 


He passed the sack of books on his way to the bathroom. They had half spilled out of the bag and were lying 


scattered across the carpet. Dan stared at them for a long time, then stooped and picked one up. He felt a 
little bit stupid standing in the middle of his hotel room dressed in a sheet and holding a tawdry romance novel. 


It would be just his luck to have someone come bursting in. 


Still, he flipped open the book and squinted down at the page. Some silly bint clutched her heaving bosom and 
squealed about being a virgin, and Dan slammed the book onto the floor with a force that startled him. Oh no, 
my lord! No, | couldn't possibly! Ive never! 


Never. 


eR 


Ed's skin felt like hot silk against his hands. He'd never expected a man to feel like that. Somehow in his mind, 
he'd filed women as soft and hot, and men as rough and cool. But Ed was soft, just enough give to his body to 
fool Dan's fingers. Ed laughed, squirming and protesting that it tickled, but then Dan's fingers clutched a little 
harder and sunk a little deeper and he found that linear masculinity that he'd been looking for and his prick 
strained against tight jeans. 


Ed thought he was joking at first, but then Dan kissed him and all the laughing stopped. That should have been 
a warning sign, but there was something beautiful about the way Ed's lips clung to his, thin as a knife and hot 
like fever. It was the sort of feeling that people wrote songs about. Hell, maybe he would write a song about it. 
Ed's Mouth It burned against his and his fingers quested lower. 


It had become a tangle, stripping Ed and trying to keep kissing him and then telling him to shut up when he 
protested breathlessly about how he'd never done this before. There's a first time for everything He actually 
said that, and then bit down on Ed's neck. There was already a bruise blossoming when he pulled away so he 
soothed it with his tongue as his hips made lazy circles against Ed's. 


As seductions go, it wasn't very good. He'd just kind of taken Ed by surprise, gotten him all worked up, and 
then left him no choice but to beg for release. At least, that's how it felt to him. After all of Ed's protesting, 
it seemed like he just sort of caved because his dick was hard and he wanted Dan's mouth on it. Fair enough; 
Dan knew he had pretty lips, always pouting, so he'd shimmied down and sucked Ed into his mouth. It was 
worth it to hear his shaky moan 


But it wasn't what Dan wanted, and Dan was getting tired of never getting his way. Ed would get over it. 


Everyone had to lose their virginity sometime. 


eR 


Dan slouched back over to the bed and sat down heavily to take stock. So he'd fucked his best friend. Okay, 
fine. That happened a lot, and sometimes it turned out fine. Ed hadn't said no or anything, he'd just whined a 
little. By the time Dan slid into him, he'd been screaming yes just as loud as Dan was, so there was no question 


of improper conduct. That, at least, was a small consolation. 


The door opened. 


Dan almost fell off the bed. Clutching his chest, eyes wide, he turned to yell at Justin for bursting in on him 
like that. It wasn't Justin, though. It was Ed, black hair all hanging down in his face, clothes rumpled. He was 


holding a room service tray and smiling just a little bit. 
| brought you breakfast," he said, jiggling the tray as he kicked the door shut. 
Dan fell off the bed. 


He lay on the floor and stared up at the ceiling until Ed's face peered over the edge of the bed, bemused in 
that quiet way that he had. They stared at each other and the seconds ticked by. Ed didn't seem to be getting 
bored, and Dan didn't know what to say. It occurred to him that the food might be getting cold, and it would be 
a shame to waste it after Ed had been so thoughtful. He sat up. 


"You didn't have to," he muttered, climbing up onto the bed. Ed pulled the top off the tray and stretched his 


legs out. His bare toes flexed once and he grinned. 


"Yeah, | know. | wanted to." There was a big plate of eggs, some toast, baked beans, sausage, two jugs, a few 
scones, and incongruously, a bowl of green gelatin Ed saw him wrinkle his nose at it and he scooped it up 


sheepishly. "I like it and they had some ready." 


"It tastes like soap," Dan declared, picking up a scone and nibbling at it. He'd gotten better about eating 
breakfast, but so much food at once was daunting. His stomach turned a little and he set the scone back down. 


"Is there any juice?" Ed pointed at one of the jugs and Dan poured himself a glass of grapefruit juice. 
"Look, Dan." 


"| know." He didn't look up. The juice wobbled in the glass and his stomach wobbled along with it. He didn't want 


to have this conversation now. He didn't want to have it ever. "Can we just say it was a mistake and move on?" 


"If you want." Dan looked up, but Ed was heaping beans on a slice of toast and he didn't meet Dan's eyes. "I was 
actually going to suggest we pack up a lunch and bail for the rest of the day, but | can do that on my own if 
you want to just stay here." 


"You don't hate me?" Dan asked. He kind of hated that he had to pose the question, but it was an important 


one. Ed grinned a little and cut off a corner of his toast: 


"No, Dan, | don't hate you." He raised his eyes, peering up at Dan from under his fringe, lips quirking. "But | am 
going to insist on dinner and a movie next time, and if you knock me up you'll have to make an honest girl out 


of me. Deal?" 


"Deal." A weight that Dan hadn't realized he was carrying lifted itself from off his shoulders and he actually 
felt giddy for the first time in a while. "And" Ed's eyebrows lifted, and Dan's grin grew slightly conspiratorial. 


"How about we pack for lunch and dinner?" 


